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The Nightmare Begins 


Author's Notes: 
-Heavily inspired by sl ep2 of the show Supernatural- 


Buckle up bros, this is gonna be a wild ride and | hope you're all here for it. | haven't written fanfiction in a 
while so excuse any grammatical errors or any kind of plot holes and stupidity. Everything is fiction here. 
Hopefully, there isn't an actual place called Red Creek Park anywhere in California, and if there is this one 
wasn't based off of that. Also, | may sometimes alternate between David and Junior, but both are referring to 
Mr. Ellefson :) 


"I think that itll be fun," Junior's cheery, yet slightly tired voice broke the coldness of his thoughts, and he 
turned and glanced at the smaller man doubtfully. "Its an opportunity to relax." Dave nearly rolled his eyes 
back into his skull. The roar of the car on the highway brought him back into his own head. Some of their 
belongings in the trunk pitched to one side as they went around a particularly narrow bend, and Junior seemed 
to tense a little as the wheels slid slightly on the soaking wet asphalt. Even several minutes afterward, both 
hands were still clenched tight around the steering wheel. 


lm just concerned we're gonna get caught," Dave said finally, his voice raspy from not speaking. "| don't wanna 


go to fuckin’ jail. You know one of Gar's friends said how strict they are with that kind of thing in this park" 


"So that's what you're worried about? Not the possibility of bears or mountain lions, but the cops?!" he 
exclaimed. Junior raised his eyebrows. 


"Look, my point is: this is a terrible idea. Whose was it again?" Dave looked at Junior expectantly, seeing him go 


a little pink with embarrassment. 


"Look, at least it's getting out of fucking LA. We have a five-day break from playing shows, and I'm going to 
take as much advantage of it as | can. If you don't wanna go, we can just..go home." His protest faded to a 
murmur before he was silent again. Some part of him found it amusing getting Junior all riled up, but another 
told him to stop, or he would actually be tempted to go home. They had five days to spend independently, and 
he certainly didn't want to spend it in his apartment, no matter how much he loved his dog. He was burnt out, 
and this was actually a genuine relief. He didn't know whether it was his pride or his ego, but he wasn't gonna 


let Junior know that fact. 
‘|. just don't like being away from my dealer for too long," Dave said. 


‘It's only for two nights, Dave. Believe me, | don't want to be either," Junior agreed with him, his grip on the 
wheel finally relaxing. "Besides, the whole reason we're even doing this is to get rid of the old stuff" Junior 

gestured to the glovebox for Dave to take a look. There were some questionable magazines that Junior had 
collected stuffed below some essentials, but with a bit of digging, Dave pulled the bag of green free. 


‘Oh wow, Junior. You've really outdone yourself," he declared, now impressed. A little smirk pricked David's lips. 
"Told ya it was a lot." Dave buried it back into the glovebox, and it shut with a click. 


"Yeah..." It faded into silence, thought it was an uncomfortable one now. It wasn't the lack of speech that made 
it uncomfortable, like it had been earlier when they'd just been driving down the wooded road. It was the 
complete absence of it, like none of them could really make up something to talk about other than drugs or 
the state of the band. It left him feeling hollow, that their friendship had become something so superficial. 
David flicked on the radio, flipping through the few channels that were available on such a deserted and 
forested road. Eventually, he settled on a local radio station, that was playing some odd country or blues. Dave 
couldn't tell, he was too busy mulling over his own thoughts again. The music slowly faded out, and then the 
operator began speaking, which caught his attention 


‘Local police are still searching for the group of hikers that mysteriously vanished from their campsite in Red Creek 
Park three weeks ago, and any information regarding them could be crucial to the investigation Once again, there 
was twenty-year-old Maria White, twenty-three-year-old Jack Harborough, and twenty-two-year-old Georgina 
Robinson. Thank you for your time." 


More music burst from the speakers, and David looked a litte pale. 


"Maybe this is a bad idea," he said after a few painfully long moments. He shut off the radio quickly, and Dave 
shrugged. 


"We're too far to go back now. Besides, if anything tries us, | came prepared" He gestured to the back of the 


car. 
"Don't tell me you actually brought that stupid baseball bat,” David sighed. 


"The mountain lions won't stand a chance," Dave joked. David didn't seem so enthusiastic. 


Two hours later, Dave was standing in a gravel parking lot in the middle of nowhere, sweating bullets. The sun 
burned high in the blue sky above, with no sign of cloud cover. It was about two in the afternoon, as Dave 
could see from his watch, and they were the only ones here. There was a clatter behind him, and then a 


curse. 
"A little help here, Dave?!" 


He turned to see Junior holding the supply bags, his hands completely full. The one with the tent had broken 
open, and he had a pile of metal rods and material at his feet. Dave let out a cackle before he could stop it, 


and the unamused expression from the other made it even funnier. 


"You fuckin’ goof," Dave chuckled as he got ahold of himself, gathering up the pieces and holding them under 
one arm. He grabbed his backpack from the trunk before he slung it over his shoulders in one movement. He 
made sure to slip the bat into his bag, though it wouldn't zip, and the handle of it was visible. David locked the 
car once Dave shut the trunk, and they walked up the gravel drive and found a building with bathrooms that 
seemed to have gone unused for some time. Not minding, they walked until the drive narrowed off into a path 
and branched three ways. David perused the map for a few moments, and he followed the shorter man 
without protest. A breeze snaked through his ginger curls and across his neck, and he jumped and shivered, his 
hair suddenly standing on end. His pace quickened a little. 


They'd saved up enough money to buy all this shit, the two huge 24 packs of water bottles, the food, all the 
supplies, really. Dave had never been camping before, and he'd definitely overprepared. Better fo be 
overprepared than underprepared,' He figured the peace of the forest and the solitude with his best friend 
might help calm his fried nerves. As well as the fact that the two had weed. Between bickering with Chris and 
Gar, who were undoubtedly out doing something more exciting (or someone), and the chaos of touring in LA. 


and surrounding areas, it was all becoming a bit too much for him to handle. 


"Ah shit. | forgot the fucking weedl" David exclaimed suddenly. Dave looked at him incredulously and put his 
hands on his hips. 


"Are you fuckin’ serious? The whole reason that we came out here, and you forgot it!" 
‘lm sorry, man! My mind was elsewhere. I'll go back and get it, alright?" 
"Forget it! MI do it. You've got all the shit, anyhow. l'Il just meet you up there, | guess." 


David nodded, digging in his pocket and handing Dave the keys. He sighed, walking back down the path, listening 
as David got farther and farther away behind him. Thick silence seemed to swallow him whole, save the crunch 
of his sneakers on the dirt and gravel below. Dave didn't hear the birds anymore. He hadn't realized it before, 
but the path seemed overgrown, plants threatening to narrow the trail along the sides of it. He was growing 
hot, so he slipped off his black jacket and tied it around his waist. Finally, he emerged into the parking lot and 
jogged to David's beaten-up station wagon, unlocking the passenger door and leaning on the seat as he 


rummaged through the glove box for the weed. 


There was an abrupt snap in the thickly grown groves of trees just past the front of the car, and he froze 
and frowned, tearing his focus from the drugs to gaze into the dark forest ahead. Not much could be seen 


"H-hello?" he called. 


His mind jumped right to the worst-case scenario, imagining some crazed psycho jumping out of the bushes 
with a chainsaw and mauling him like in one of those cheesy horror movies. Or worse, a massive grizzly or 
cougar charging out of the underbrush, ready to tear him into pieces. But there was no reply or sound 
besides his quick inhalation of breath and the pounding of his heart. ‘You stupid idiot. Probably just a 

deer,’ Despite his vain attempt to convince himself, Dave grabbed the weed and fumbled to lock the car door, 


before tearing off down the path with the bag clutched tight in his hand. 


Mysterious Circumstances 


Author's Notes: 
| finally updated this shit. It took me a while to buck up the courage to publish the second chapter ;~; 


He found David far ahead, in a small clearing with a fire pit in the middle. He was messing with the pieces of 


the tent, trying to assemble it, and glanced up concerned once he saw Dave running at full speed. 


"Jesus Christ, man! What the hell happened, you look like you just watched somebody get murdered!" David 
cried. The redhead finally slowed his pace and stood there with his hands on his knees, heaving for a few 
minutes, trying to calm his nerves. ‘It was a stick breaking, you idiot! he cursed himself. ‘Jeez, what was | 
thinking running in like that?! Something had taken ahold of him, some unexplainable primal fear he'd never felt 
before. It came out of the left field, and he was now puzzled about why he'd been so scared of a twig. He 


handed David the bag of green as the smaller man walked over. 


"Somethin' just scared me, that's all," he admitted. "I was out by the car and | heard a twig snap in the woods. 
| just. don't know | thought | saw something." He panted. 


"Well you scared the shit out of me," David said, snatching the weed from his grip and stuffing it deep into one 
of the bags. He managed to assemble the tent as Dave picked up some firewood and unpacked, scouting around 
the campsite. The forest was dark and quiet even over here, he observed, though not as stiflingly silent as it 
was along the path, and the chirps of birds and bugs alike were almost relieving. 


"So uh, what do you want for dinner?" David asked, rooting through their food options. Dave shrugged as he 
sat down beside the fire pit, dumping the sticks into it. 


"Hot dogs it is, then" he declared, as Dave got a fire going. The edges of it were stone, so there was a flat 
place to set a cooking rack. As the sun set and the sky darkened, the crickets began to chirp, and the cicadas 
droned in the trees around. David plopped down next to Dave as the food was soon ready, and they ate but 
didn't have much to say. Every attempt at a conversation was an awkward, stuttering kind of a mess, and 
when David could take no more of it he told Dave that he had to take a piss, and set down his paper plate, 
jogging into the forest. The redhead sat before the fire alone now, his friend out of sight, but not out of mind. 
What were they doing here? 


Did he expect this to mend the stagnation of their friendship? Did he think that coming out here would just 
magically fix things? He wasn't some second grader who could buy his friend a present and he'd talk to him 
again just fine. This was David. His best friend, and his bandmate. lf he didn't have his best friend by his side 
through all this bullshit, then what would become of him? Dave was driving himself crazy at this point, and he 


put his head in his hands and listened to the sounds of the night around, having finished eating. What was he 
going to do? 


They'd only been able to afford one tent, so both lay in close (and stuffy) quarters. David had fallen asleep 
hours ago, but he didn't know why he couldn't seem to close his eyes and drift off. He had that strange feeling 
again, like when he was by the car and the twig had snapped. Maybe some of the drugs could help with that. 
He sat up slowly, hoping not to disturb the other as he fished the weed out. He was already feeling sick, having 
not had any kind of substance all day. Looking back on it, it was quite stupid of them not to bring beer. 


He used some scraps of paper they'd brought to roll a joint on the stones. The moonlight was dim, but he 
could still find his way around. Dave hadn't brought any pajamas, he was in a now sweat-soaked Diamond Head 
shirt that was clinging to his back in a way that felt like someone was running their finger down the curve of 
his spine. As he crouched over the rocks, there was a noise behind him; gravel crunching. He flew to his feet, 
blinking around in the darkness stupidly as fear washed over him. Maybe its just the gravel shifting’ Dave 
moved slowly over to the tent, grasping his baseball bat from the floor of it, and held it up, standing in the 
middle of the campsite. If someone tried him, he would break their skull. And if they disarmed him, he'd fuck 
them up like he'd broken that guy's leg because he'd bullied Lars. 


But there was no further noise, and the redhead just stood there, poised like he was about to hit a home run.. 
or someone's teeth out of their skull. And there he stood for several minutes, listening intently. The sound of 
the crickets had slowly faded out, as well as the cicadas, leaving him with the painful and choking stillness that 
seemed to be in every part of this damned forest, as well as the helpless sense of ‘Don’t leave me,’ and the 
realization that David was calling his name. 

"What the fuck, man?" David climbed out of the tent, in an old white shirt and some sweatpants. His hair was 
sticking up every which way, one side of it a little flattened from the pillow. "What are you doing?" He finally 
let the bat fall to his side, his arms aching and burning, nearly making him drop it. 


| heard something," he murmured. David sighed heavily, his shoulders sinking a little. 


"Are you okay, man? First the thing with you earlier, now this? Its three o'clock in the morning, Dave. Do | 


need to take you to the hospital?” 


"| couldn't fuckin’ sleep, okay? | came out here to get some of the stuff so | could chill out, but then | heard 


something. | thought maybe something was sneaking up on the tent or whatever." 
"| was calling your name for two minutes, you were completely fucking out of it," 
"l'm fine," 


"You're paranoid, | can see it in your eyes." 


Dave didn't say anything else, David had hit home. 
"Let's just go back to bed, alright? We'll talk about this in the morning.’ 


David walked over to the tent, but Dave didn't budge, he couldn't really. Strangely, a few small roots had grown 
over his bare feet, pulling them weakly into the soil. He hadn't even felt them growing so quickly. A few 
minutes after, David could be heard snoring, and Dave soon joined him once he'd worked his feet free and 


zipped the tent back up. 


Weird little plants.‘ 


Boiling Point 


Author's Notes: 
A small POV switch there, just so you can see what David's thinking about all of this crazy stuff, as well as 


some macabre edges to it. Enjoy.. 


Stil, no sightings were reported of the three missing hikers, who were last seen on their way to Red Creek Park-' 


David switched off the little radio, shifting his weight back a little as he crouched over the fire, cooking some 
sausages for breakfast. The last of the ice was melting in the cooler, so he was using these up to prevent 
wasting food. He'd been up for a few hours, Dave still asleep back in the tent. He recalled finding the redhead in 
the middle of the clearing, his senses seemingly drowned out. It scared the shit out of him, how afraid he 
looked. Dave was the bravest person he knew. If something could scare him that badly, then something was 


wrong. 


He set the other two sausages aside as he sat eating up against a tree, the strips of bark digging into his 
back. He couldn't help but let worry wash over him as the news report played over and over in his head. 
Three missing hikers were last seen in this park. No evidence of their disappearance. It made him realize that 
they were cut off from the rest of the world, that there was no way of communicating with anyone. Not park 
rangers, or any kind of radio frequency. That if one of them was injured, they could die out here. 


And that frightened him so badly that he needed to sit there for a few minutes and ground himself so he 
wouldn't start packing up their bags and trying to convince Dave to leave. He'd looked forward to this trip for 
a couple of months now, and he couldn't bear to let his friend down. They both needed a break from the 
insanity of Megadeth, of the alcohol and drug-fueled lifestyle. But clearly, this was making it worse. Dave was 
hallucinating and paranoid. To hell with the weed, they could smoke it somewhere else! There was a rustling 


from the tent, and Dave climbed out of it, blinking sleep from his eyes. 


"Rise and shine, sleeping beauty," David said. 


"I thought you'd never wake up. It's already almost ten." 
Dave rubbed his eyes, sighing heavily. 
"Well, guess | defied all expectations," he grumbled, seizing his plate. A bird chirped up in one of the nearby 


trees, startling him. It was a beautiful blue, plump little creature, with a band of black around its eyes like it 
was wearing sunglasses. Different shades of gray feathered it's belly and patterned it's blue-black wings as it 


peered down at him curious, cocking it's head. There was a little speck of blue on it's grey chest, a small flaw 
with this seemingly perfect little creature. It cheeped at him twice before it flew away. 


"Dave, | was meaning to ask you something," David said, sounding a little withdrawn with the statement. He 
glanced up, meeting his eyes. "I wanted to know if maybe we could cut this trip a little shorter than we 
planned? Maybe two or three days instead of all five? | mean, there are so many things about this place..and | 
saw how freaked out you were by everything last night.maybe we could afford to get some home rest as 


well. | mean, we didn't bring booze, we didn't bring any form of communication.this shit is dangerous, y'know?" 
Dave had tuned him out a little, thoughts rushing wildly through his head like people fleeing from a natural 
disaster. He doesnt want to spend time with me, | bet. He probably thinks Im some fuckin’ freak for how Ive been 
acting. God, | really fucked this up, didn’t I" David was waiting for an answer now, wringing his hands and 
fidgeting. 

"Uh. Sure, | guess. | mean, why so suddenly though?" He wondered aloud, munching on his breakfast. 

‘|| was just listening to the radio and they kept talking about those hikers that went missing here. | mean, 
don't you think that its just a little weird that three grown people vanish out of thin air, and then we show up 
and you're experiencing all of these odd things?" 

Dave nodded and shrugged. 


"Could be coincidental, could not be. | mean, it could have been any kind of wild animal, right?" 


"Why would all their shit disappear with them? You don't think we'd find something that pointed to that 
conclusion? I'm just a little spooked, that's all. Even if it was a wild animal, that means, it could still be around 


these parts. Have you read White Fang? When those two guys are getting stalked by wolves in the beginning?" 


"Are you saying we're being stalked by wolves?" Dave asked with a sigh. Though deep down, even though he 
could act as aloof as he wanted to, he could see the significance of all of his points. 


"Maybe. I'm just saying the circumstances are similar. Two guys alone in a forest, no real defenses." 

Dave nodded. 

‘Its a possibility. Then again, have you thought that maybe they were running away from responsibilities or 
taxes? That they could have said they were gonna go hiking and then they drove into Nevada, hell, even 


Mexico?" 


David shrugged. "| never thought about that. ‘Could explain why there's nothing here to signify anyone has 
stayed here recently." 


Dave nodded yet again. 


"We can't just assume. Look, if it makes you so uncomfortable, then we can leave tomorrow or Sunday. We can 


just store the food back home and we could find a safer place to camp. Would that make you feel better?" 


David's eyes sank to the forest floor, and he nodded slowly, still seeming a little withheld. Dave frowned, but 


didn't comment on that. 


"Now, lets go for a hike, shall we?" 


Hiking in sneakers wasn't exactly the most conventional thing to do, but both of them made the most of it. 
They kept to the well-worn trails, taking in what sunlight they could, the air soon warming up. They saw all 
kinds of stunning little birds, trees, and bushes, and they finally got a conversation going that didn't involve the 
band. Their laughter and chatter was as warm as the weather, and Dave was finally feeling hopeful for the 
first time in the last few days. He was glad they'd actually gone through with this, even if it was getting cut a 
little short. His worries and fears from yesterday seemed to have been thawed for the time being, and Dave 
was hopeful. They stopped for a breather by a large, glittering lake, and they sat on the warm sands with 
their toes buried in the tiny particles. 


"Maybe we should have camped over here instead," David joked. 
"Nah. We'd get home and still be shaking sand out of our shoes," Dave chuckled. 
"We could put a little bit more in Gar's drums each time he's irritating." David returned. 


That got a decent laugh between the two of them, until they found themselves staring up, past the tops of 
the trees last the brilliant blue sky, in awe of the beauty. 


"We've gotta go for a swim before we leave, this place is gorgeous, man And we could come back with proper 


supplies next time," 

"We brought proper supplies," Dave defended. 

"| know, | know, I'm just messin'.what's that?" His smile had dissolved into a concerned expression, he'd turned 
around, and he was staring at something resting on the path a few feet away. He stood, walking over to it with 
a frown on his face, and gagged at the rank odor. Dave, immediately confused, wandered over and peered at it. 
It was a bird that had been dead for some time, evidenced by the maggots crawling in and out of a gaping hole 
through the middle of it, like someone had shot the poor thing and left it. 

"That's unfortunate," Dave said. "Maybe it swekered itself on a branch and it fell out of the tree.” 


"Why did we hear it fall?" 


That genuinely made him think, and realize that withdrawn edge fo David's voice earlier had been fear. 


‘|. don't know, man. It sure as hell wasn't there when we got here. We've only been here for what, half an 
hour?" He glanced at his watch to confirm, and in that time, David stepped past it, dead silent. 


"There's another one," 


An undeniable chill shot up Dave's spine like an electric shock He crept forward, peering over David's shoulder. 
Sure enough, there lay another dead bird, covered in flies and maggots, lying motionless on the ground. It's 
empty eye sockets seemed to peer into his soul even when the eyes were long gone. This time, he walked 
forward, and he found the next. And the next. There was a trail of dead birds, increasingly fresher the closer 
they neared to the camp site. 


"What the fuck is going on?" David muttered, undeniable terror in his voice. 
Dave sucked in a breath as he neared the final bird. It was the same one he'd seen hours earlier, the same 
little blue and grey bird with the blue speck on it's chest, now lay with the sound through it's little body, it's 


little beak open in what perhaps was it's final song. 


"Junior. | don't think those hikers were running away for tax avoidance... 


Scarlet and Vermillion 
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corrected to ‘sound’, and ‘didn't being corrected to ‘did'. | can't fix them for some strange reason, so | figured 


I'd just address this right here. 


They moved frantically, as dark clouds enveloped the blue sky and thunder crashed above. The dead bird lay 
motionless at the edge of the camp, its glazed eyes seeming to bore holes into him. He held the bat in one 
hand as David disassembled the tent, watching his back for him. The storm made its evergrowing presence 
known with the sharp smell of oncoming rain, which made David hurry even more. It began to drizzle, light 


raindrops falling on their heads as they jogged down the path to the parking lot, thoroughly disturbed, 
Fuck that,’ was all Dave had to think about it. ‘No fuckin way am | going to stay here, that's for sure.’ 


The rain grew heavier now, soaking through their clothes and their bags until they were dripping wet. A vicious 
gust of wind sailed around them, making the trees creak and bow a little, making the two stumble around in 
what felt like a hurricane. At some point, they reached the parking lot, because, through the heavy rain, he 
could make out that building he'd seen the other day, and then, the car. A nasty gust nearly knock David over, 
and Dave had to help him to the beaten-up old car. 


"FUCK!" David shouted over the howling winds. "7HE TIRES!" Sure enough, through the monsoon around, he saw 
someone had slashed the tires savagely, along with taking out the headlights and rear lights and scratching 
four huge and ugly into the once pretty green paint, like claw marks. Dave managed to pry the trunk open, 
stuffing as much in as he could before throwing the rest of it in the backseat. Hurrying over to the 
passenger's side door, he jumped in, sitting there panting and soaking wet. 


"For fuck's sake, who could do that to my car?!" David finally gasped. 


"Probably the same psychotic fuck who killed those birds," Dave replied, setting the bat down between his legs 


and shivering a little from how cold the rain had been. "Come on, lets scram." 


"Well, | don't care, I'm getting the fuck out of here," David fumbled the keys from his pocket and into the 
ignition, turning it. The car gave a stuttering jolt, turning over before dying in a haze of smoke and a loud pop 
like a gunshot. 


"You've got to be kidding me!" David hit the steering wheel before he set his head down on it. 


Dave leaped out of his seat, into the rain, walked around the front, and opened the hood. A plume of smoke 
flew out, the rain hissing as it hit the overheated parts, turning to steam. Dave gagged on smoke and shut the 
hood again, hopping back into his seat. 

“Something's fried in there," he reported. "| don't think it's safe to stay in the car." 

"What choice do we have?!" 

"We need to walk to the road. But for now, we'll have to wait out the storm." 

Rain pounded against the roof and windows, and the two chose to break into their food supply. There was only 
dry food to choose from, so Dave munched on some trail mix and peered out through the gloom at their 
surroundings once in a while. 

"We should have left earlier," David sighed. 

"Not much we can do about it now. Unless we want to run in the rain, which / don't want to do," 

Deafening thunder crashed above as if agreeing with his statement. 

"Well, this is just great. We're trapped in a fucking forest, with some sadistic creep lurking around killing birds 
and leaving them around, and we can't leave until this storm clears up. You'd think in Cali -fucking-fornia, you 
wouldn't get this kind of rain!" David shouted, his composure dropping finally. Dave was just as angry, he just 
hadn't said anything yet. It was surprising to see David so openly furious, but then again, they'd been driven to 
the edge. 

"We'll find a way out of this, alright? For now, we just-" 


Tap, Tap tap. 


On David's window. Three sounds of someone's finger hitting the glass. David whipped around, startled, but 


there was no one there. He paled ten shades, sliding away from his window. 
“There's someone out there," he whimpered, his voice a hoarse whisper. "| saw something moving." 


Dave peered through the foggy, condensation-covered glass, regaining his grip on the handle of the bat. David 


moved back until he was nearly pressed up against Dave, staring wide-eyed at the window. 


There were only the sheets of rain, and the wind buffeting the car. The evening soon passed, and Dave had 
managed to coax him to sit down normally again. David fished the small radio from his pocket and managed to 


turn it on The speaker was almost completely fried from the rain, and the connection was terrible, almost all 


crackly static and odd electrical whirring. Only snippets of speech could be heard, and they were nearly 
incomprehensible. 


'Storm..worse..days..you..night.." 

David cursed under his breath and shut it off. Dave's palms were sweaty from holding the bat, and David 
glanced over at him, concerned to see his knuckles were white. David dug a flashlight out of his backpack and 
set it in the cupholder, illuminating the car in warm, yet dim, light. Meanwhile, Dave was trying to formulate a 
plan. Should they take a run for it at crack of dawn? Could they run for it now? They'd taken an agreement 
that none of them would get out of the car, but could they just make a break for it? 

"Should we even bother sleeping?" David muttered, rubbing his eyes. 

"lIl take watch," Dave offered. "I'll wake you up if anything happens, okay?" 

David nodded, moving the seat back and laying down on it. Their clothes may have been damp, and it may have 
been cold, but he was asleep in a matter of minutes. Dave's eyelids felt like iron shutters, which he struggled 
to keep open in the cool comfort of the dark, lulled by the sound of the rain. David made a noise in his sleep, 


twitching a little before he was still again. He was exhausted, sitting there, clutching the bat tightly, nodding 
off. 


Then, a scream pierced the veil of the night like a knife. 

"SOMEBODY, ANYBODY, PLEASE! HELP ME!" 

A woman's shrill, terrified cry, sounding desperate and exhausted. Dave's eyes shot open, and David was 
startled awake beside him, nearly leaping out of his skin. After a few seconds of exchanging glances, it dawned 
on the two of them. 

"That could be one of the missing hikers," David said quickly. 


"Or it could be a trap," 


"If there's a woman in those woods, we need to help her! We can't just let her die!" David seized the flashlight 


and clambered out of the car, Dave following. 


The younger man walked right up to the edge of the forest, shielding his face from the rain, and shone the 
flashlight into the trees. 


"HEY, LADY! OVER HERE!" 


Lightning flashed brilliantly across the sky, illuminating the forest ahead for mere moments. Something was 


moving, and it didn't look like any woman he'd ever seen. David must have noticed it too. 


"OVER HERE!" he waved the flashlight in the direction of the figure, but it seemed to cringe away from the 
bright beam. Again, the flicker of lightning, and Dave raised the bat. 


"David, get in the car," 
"W-what? W-why?" 
"Get in the fucking car!" 


He shoved David toward the vehicle, making him nearly drop the flashlight as he scrambled inside, and Dave 
braced himself. The thing moved so fast he blinked and nearly missed it, a towering, twisted beast lunging 
toward the car, toward the both of them. Dave lashed out with a mighty swing. The thing let out an unearthly 
shriek of agony, and he dove into the car as it staggered around the parking lot dazed. Its talons raked at the 
doors, he clapped his hands over his ears as the horrible squealing of metal being savagely contorted filled the 
air. David covered his ears and cried out, trying to hide underneath the wheel, crouching on the wet carpeted 
floor. The thing clambered onto the roof, and its claws cleaved through the car like butter, nearly tearing it 
off. 


Dave seized the flashlight from the cupholder, testing his growing theory, and shone it up through the holes 
at the creature, revealing its large hands. Its skin was a sickening bone-white and leathery. It clung to its 
massive hands so Dave could see every little bone, and it blistered and immediately burned once the light hit it. 
Another horrible scream came from it, so loud he thought his eardrums would burst. David slid back into his 
seat as he heard the scramble of gravel growing farther away. Dave would have sighed in relief. Had it not 
been for the fact that five seconds later, the door was wrenched so violently off its hinges one would have 


sworn an earthquake was going on 


Crimson splattered the seats and David let out a shrill scream of agony as he was wrenched from his seat by 


his leg. 
"DAVE, HELP ME!" 


Dave leaped from the car, his destroyed door clattering to the ground as he took off after them into the 
forest, the flashlight still clutched tightly in one hand, the baseball bat in the other. He turned the flashlight on 
the creature, and it wailed and slashed at him with its other arm. Pain exploded through his leg, and the 
flashlight slipped from his wet hand, tumbling down a nearby hill and flickering out. He followed by sound, 
tripping over fallen trees, scraping his hands and knees, nearly dropping the bat as he slipped in mud, following 
the sound of David's agonized screams ahead. The dirt had long since dissolved into mud, which made running 
particularly difficult. Luckily, it also seemed to slow down the monster, and it slipped and nearly let go of David, 
which gave him enough time to catch up. He grasped David's hands as he pulled him back, away from the thing. 
The strain of being pulled from both ends was too much, and David let out a half sob, half scream as his body 
protested. 


"HOLD ON TO ME!" Dave cried as thunder rumbled above. His hands, wet with mud and rain, were slipping, no 
matter how tight he held on. 


The monster snarled like an animal, and David's hands left his own when it yanked him back. 
"DAAAAVE!" His screams began to grow farther and farther. 
"DAVID! HOLD ON! M COMING!" 


Dave charged into the forest after them, but tripped and went sprawling across the muddy ground, sliding. 


Dave felt the ground leave him, and then he was falling. Down, down, down, and then darkness. 


The Ravine 
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Dave thought he was dying. He finally managed to peel his eyes open long enough to handle the light all around, 
but the pain from the concussion was growing steadily enough to make him shut them again. Spots danced 
across his vision whenever he shifted even slightly, and his head was a swelling balloon of pain. The rain had let 
up, but Dave couldn't move a muscle without feeling the urge to vomit up his last meal. The dawr's cold light 
streamed through the crack in the earth from above, dimly illuminating his prison of mud and soil. Dave 
managed to roll himself over, his ankle throbbing, and the action caused his vision to blur. Dizziness washed 


over him, and he managed to stabilize himself. He tipped his head up and squinted, 


Above, he could make out the crowns of trees, and the partly cloudy sky with the sun still rising. Scraps of 
his clothes were caught on the multitude of branches and tree roots protruding from the dirt walls. His right 
thigh, which had been scratched by the creature, ached mercilessly as if punishing him for his failure. It 
brought the wave of emotion back over him, and he picked up a handful of stones and dead leaves and flung 
them at the wall of the ravine in anger, even though it made him so dizzy that he nearly vomited. David was 
gone, possibly dead, and Dave had failed to protect him. He didn't know what that thing was, but clearly, it 
didn't have good intentions. With dawn fading now, it brought on the hunger for a breakfast he didn't have. 


Dave had gone hungry before, many times. But this felt so much worse. With all of his injuries, and his 
stomach being empty, the feeling of it left him on the ground, holding his midsection as hunger pains worked 
through him in rapid succession. Despite raining all last night, he was parched. Dave's desperate eyes searched 
around his earthen prison for anything to help him. A helpful tunnel leading to the surface, maybe an old 
ladder. Nothing. Dave needed to get up and climb out of here, in any way that he could. His arms were weak 
and sore, and he moved them slowly, getting a grip on the ground before pushing himself up carefully. He 
struggled to do even this simple task, slipping and falling and eventually laying defeated and exhausted, fading in 


and out of consciousness. 


He awoke again, holding his eyes open with his mud-streaked hands to wake himself up. The light wasn't so 
blinding and painful now, because the sky had darkened and it looked like rain. He couldn't even crawl now, he 


just lay there breathing hard, helpless. 


"David," he murmured, trying to sit himself up again "David I'm so sorry.." Dave coughed violently, his body 
flaring with pain. As if on cue, more rain began above, and Dave managed to drag himself under a dirt 


outcropping to stay as dry as he could Mud was caked into his brilliantly red hair, his clothes, and his skin. He 


needed to go to the hospital, but no one could hear that plea right now. That was why that thing lived here, he 


realized. So no one would hear its victims’ screams. 


0h David.’ As he worried, the thought of his friend in danger and injured gave him enough strength to sit up. 
He wouldn't give up on David..he couldn't! David was his best friend, and Dave would NOT leave him for dead. 
Leaning heavily against the rocks and dirt behind, he sat there winded by the effort. Well, this was a start. 


"Come on." He muttered under his breath, grasping at a small rocky ledge within arm's length, above him. 
Using his remaining strength, Dave pulled himself to his feet, his limbs all aching fiercely. More progress, but 
it had cost him valuable energy. He squinted up once more, searching for anything to help him climb, but the 
drop was sheer, and bits of dirt or rock had been weathered down or softened by the rain. Straining for a 


grip, he attempted to pull himself up the wall, but it was no use, and he was even more winded. 


Hl be there soon, | promise,‘ he thought. 1 won't let it hurt you, David’ 


The heat pressed in on him from all sides, as well as a slight damp chill. David opened his eyes, finding he was 
somewhere dark. The rich and overbearing smell of wet earth became apparent as well, and he processed he 
might have actually been underground due to how the pitch black pressed in on him like the heat. He couldn't 
remember much of what happened, only that it hurt, and now he had been dragged somewhere. Dirt was 
crammed under his fingernails, as well as streaking his hands that had clawed at the ground. There was 
unforgiving pain in his leg, the blood soaking into his jeans that had been torn to shreds. He could barely hear 
out of his right ear. 


David's eyes filled with tears, and he struggled against the ropes suspending him from above. There appeared 
to be old wooden beams, and he was hanging from one of them. There was a space above where he could see 
the light of an overcast sky weakly shining in, giving him barely enough to see his surroundings. He could hear 
water trickling a way off, and made out rocks above, where the sun streamed in. He was underground, possibly 
in a cave. Blood was caked to the side of his head that corresponded to his unworking ear, and he hoped 
nothing had been permanently damaged. The room smelled of death, he nearly vomited upon inhaling sharply. 


Across the room, there was the sound of crushing and tearing, as well as the clatter of what sounded like 
bone. Labored breathing, the horrible crushing and chewing sounds of eating. His arms were aching from being 
stretched above his head. He made no noise, he could only struggle and try to work himself free of the bonds. 
His eyes darted around. He couldn't see Dave, his vision was blurry, and he was confused. He could smell the 


iron-rich scent of blood thick in the hot air, and heard the buzzing of many flies to his left. 


David lolled his head toward the sound, and he barely stopped a scream from escaping his parched throat. 
Hanging in the same position that he was, suspended by their rotting arms from ropes, were decomposing 
corpses crawling with maggots and flies. David writhed against the restraints, now shaking. His injuries ached, 
he was trying to control his breathing so the thing across the room didn't know that he was still alive. It 
occurred to David that those bodies were the missing hikers. Each was in a different stage of rot, like the 


thing had intelligence enough to know how to store its prey. It dawned on David that he probably hadn't been 
meant to survive that bashing to the head with a rock. 


This was the monster that had chased them in the woods, or, one of the monsters. All David could do was 
hang from the ceiling in pain, and silently cry. The thing across the room finished eating, and tossed the 
remnants of its meal into the light as it raced out of the cave with a chilling shriek. The body landed just 
below David, and he choked on his screams, waiting until the monster was gone before an audible sob worked 
free of him. He struggled against the ropes, trying to move away from the bodies, his entire form aching and 
throbbing horribly, a stab of pain going through his leg taking his breath away. He had to turn away, it was 
too awful to look down at the body, and smell the decay in the room. Whatever had him captive wasn't human, 
he knew that for certain. Perhaps it had once been, but it was far too mutated to tell. 


Despite his best efforts, David began to cry, staring up through the gap in the rocks at the darkening sky, the 
light leaving him. Flies from the bodies took notice of him and his fresh wounds, buzzing around him and biting 
at his injuries. Soon, he was sobbing quietly, struggling against his restraints, shaking with terror. 


"Dave!" he cried. "Help! Help! Dave!" His voice echoed back to him, and pain stabbed through his wounded head 
and drew another sob from him. He panicked now, fighting the rough ropes that bound his hands expertly. He 
listened for footsteps, maybe even a Voice, but there was only cold silence, the sound of water, and of 
swarming flies. "Davel" David inhaled too deeply, and the rank smell of decay became too much, causing him to 


promptly vomit all over the bones below. His voice echoed off of the walls as he cried once more for help. 


"DAVE!" 


In Darkness 
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Dave thought it pathetic to call what he had done by now progress. He'd stood up and managed to stumble 
over to one of the less steep walls, and was attempting to climb it. There was absolutely no equilibrium, no 
order to his movements. He was far too concussed for that. Only his dogged mission to find David. It didn't 
occur to him at this point how he was going to accomplish this, or even how he was going to form a plan to 
do such a thing. Not to mention the arduous task of finding David in this vast forest, and knowing if he was 
okay. That thing, if it ran all night, could be miles and miles away. 


Finally securing a foothold, Dave hoisted himself up, managing to scramble onto a small rocky ledge before the 
dirt he'd been holding on to gave away. If he fell, he wouldn't be able to get out of the ravine. Shaking and 
slipping on mud, Dave clambered up another level of rock and mud, sitting there panting, his eyelids drooping 
from exhaustion'Come on, come on. Dave reached up to the next ledge, crying out as the rock gave under his 


fingers, and he slipped down a level. He barely clung to the edge of it, and he was slipping because of the mud. 


Not able to get a firm foothold, he struggled to lift his entire weight with his arms. His limbs ached, and he 
was fainter than ever. He thought he may pass out. If it hadn't been for the cold rain crashing down on him 
and the person in his mind, he would have let himself fall limp to the ground. But Dave, by some miracle, 
made it back up, and finally, after two hours of fighting with mother nature, flung himself down on the edge of 
the ravine, having escaped from it at last. Dragging himself through the mud, he managed to find shelter 
beneath the cover of a tree, where he held his head and wondered what injuries he possessed. Here came 


what had to be the most crucial choice of all: 


Did Dave risk it, stay here and try to find David, or should he try to get to the main road, where he could call 
police and an ambulance to help? One involved wasting precious time, but the other may involve certain death. 
Why should he have to choose, because something that shouldn't exist stole his friend?! One could have called 
it a dilemma, but deep down, Dave knew which one had the best chance of David surviving. He needed to get to 
him as fast as possible, to see how injured he was, and even more grim..if he was even still alive. 
Remembering he'd dropped his baseball bat, Dave crawled over and peered over the edge, the dirt sinking 


beneath his hands. It was buried in mud, barely visible, which meant Dave's best weapon was lost right now. 


Wow, that made everything so much better. However, that meant he needed to look for another one, so when 


right fell, he might defend himself against that thing. 


Stumbling a few hundred yards through the forest, Dave came upon the ruins of the car in the parking lot. It 
had been mangled like nothing he'd ever seen before, barely resembling an automobile so much as a pile of 
scrap in a junkyard. He stepped around it cautiously, and recalled the terror the night before. Dave never 
actually realized how much blood had spurted from David's leg the night before until he saw the seat, with 
one large reddish-brown splatter staining it all over. He took an involuntary step back, the gravel crunching 
below his feet, and then he slowly walked toward it. His head was spinning as he rooted through the tattered 
remains of their bags for supplies, but he could find nothing worth taking other than a small pocket knife and a 
zippo lighter he found in David's mangled bag. Pulling out a few of his papers made a stab of guilt shoot 
through Dave, as he read the lyrics and the music notes on the uneven bar lines David had quickly sketched. 


‘Oh, David... 


Shoving the supplies into his jeans, he walked toward the bathroom building, hoping to find some shelter from 
the downpour. The bathroom was pitch black, he couldn't see two inches in front of his face when he initially 
stepped in. Flicking water off of the lighter, Dave managed to produce a weak flame from it, and prayed to god 
that the fluid didn't run out. It smelled like shit in here, but it was dry, and somewhat warm. As he took a 
deep breath (which he regretted as soon as the smell hit him), he managed to clear his muddled mind a little, 
and think past the pain and David's absence. He had a lighter, and a knife. What could he do with them? 


He began to fight with himself, between finding help, or turning into such help for his lost friend. Wherever he 
was, that thing would be smart enough to hide him well. It had lured them with those birds, torn apart their 
car this easily, and managed to isolate Dave. It was toying with him, trying to make him feel as helpless as it 
could, before it would strike. Dave remembered David's analogy of the wolves from White Fang. Now it was all 


coming together. He had limited hours of daylight, and he needed to get moving. 


Cursing his sore body, Dave reached for the door handle. It was cracked open, both from him propping it with 
the large stone and from its rusted hinges not allowing it to close all the way. That was when he heard the 
undeniable squeak of shoes on the tile that weren't his own. White-hot terror flooded through Dave as he 
seized the door and flung it open, running out into the rain so quickly he lost his footing, gazing back in horror, 
swearing he saw something move in the thick shadows. His pulse skyrocketing, he struggled to his feet and 
flicked out the knife shakily. There was a voice, echoing from somewhere deep inside the bathroom, singing a 


quiet, and chilling tune that shook him to his core. 


In his haste, Dave realized he'd dropped his lighter, and, to his horror, watched a flame flicker alight within the 
darkness for a moment, illuminating something. It looked like a small, grinning child. But as the flames licked 
across her face, Dave could see something more sinister and malevolent, like something very old and very 
powerful was appearing as an innocent little kid. Dave, not caring that he'd left the lighter, staggered back in 
horror. As the light went out, the door slammed shut, and a child's laugh could be heard Dave scrambled over 
to the bags, searching for other supplies, but he'd, unfortunately, left his own lighter at home. The rain began 
to grow softer and softer, until eventually, no water poured from the dark, broiling clouds hanging above like a 


gray blanket. 


There, he could finally focus. Clearly, there was more than just that thing here. This whole forest was 


probably crawling with supernatural creatures like it, monsters that waited to swallow him whole or tear him 


apart. Which meant he needed to move, or David would surely be a goner. 


Dave spent what felt like hours walking cautiously into the untamed groves of trees and shrubberies. He 
wouldn't have known, considering his watch's face had completely shattered, leaving the time unreadable and 
the device broken. After some time, Dave swore he was picking up something faint. The sky was growing a 
little darker, and he prayed that it wasn't dusk. As he paused to listen, he could hear it clearer. It was the 
sound of water trickling and dripping, but amplified ten times, like he was hearing it from some kind of cavern. 


There was another sound accompanying it too, a monotonous buzzing. 


"What the hell..2" he muttered to himself, realizing he hadn't spoken a word in hours. Where there was water, 
perhaps he could drink, and Dave was absolutely parched. Wondering if this was a lead, he crept closer to 
where it appeared the noise was coming from. He nearly fell into a massive hole in the ground, leading down 
into the cavern. It was too dark to see much and he wasn't just going to blindly call for David, because that 
thing would be alerted of his presence. He got on his hands and knees to look closer, and then the smell hit him. 
It was the thick smell of rot, and it made him gag uncontrollably and pinch his nose shut. 


He tried peering down further and his hands slipped dangerously on mud, so he backed up and began to scour 
the area for a way down. Something was giving him a gut feeling, and he wasn't sure he wanted to ignore it. 
Dave was walking around the site for so long, he certainly wasn't expecting the dirt beneath him to give, or 
him to fall with the shattering of old termite-destroyed boards and land dazed on his feet. He didn't move for 
a few moments, before he scrambled across from the small opening he'd fallen through and tucked himself 
into the curve of rock just as the patter of massive feet on the stone became apparent. He held his breath, 
his eyes unable to pick up what was going on Something sniffed deeply, as if smelling for him, before it 
charged off. Dave sucked air into his lungs, and then peered both ways down the tunnel, damp roots and 
spiderwebs tangling in his hair as he peered into pure darkness both ways. 


He tried to listen for the sound of the buzzing, but the trickling of the stream running below his feet blocked 
almost everything out. Dave turned left, and began to limp down the hall, his injured leg becoming increasingly 
sore and painful for him. He must have torn the scabs in his escape from the bathroom earlier, and then 
further when he'd fallen a minute before. Pressing a hand to his thigh, his finger came back dripping warm red. 
Far down the hall, the thing appeared to be on its way back through, based on the patter of its feet on the 
rock. Dave backed up instinctually against the wall, accidentally wandering into a cave opening and pressing 


himself into the shadows. The thing stalked past, sniffing deeply again, its head snapping up in his direction 


It was smelling his blood Which meant it had inflicted the wound for a reason. Both to slow him, and to smell 
him out when it was ready to catch him. Before it reached his hiding place, there was a crash in the tunnel 
further back, like something collapsing. It scuttled away swiftly, and Dave breathed out in a small sigh of relief. 
It was lighter over here, he could see the sun faintly further down the tunnel. Dave backed further into the 
cave, and the reek of decomposition heavy in the air now. Shakily removing his pocket knife, Dave followed the 


faint light, into a massive cavern 


In the little remaining light, hanging from wooden beams in the ceiling, were three distinct shapes he could 
make out. Only one of them was moving. Beneath it on the ground was a mangled human skeleton with most of 
the meat torn off of it. He tensed as he realized the struggling form was David. David's leg was in bad shape, 
savagely torn through with puncture wounds and scratches, and the sight of David's skin actually separate 
from his leg made Dave reconsider eating that food earlier, as he had to look away. Blood was caked onto the 
side of his face, bleeding from a long cut near his hairline. More was smeared from his nose, which had made 
one of his eyes black. 


Dave finally made out what hung beside him. Human bodies, rotting, covered in flies. David had vomited, there 
was a pile of it on the mangled bones beneath him, and all down the front of his torn and frayed shirt. He was 
sobbing in terror. 


"David," he called in a hoarse whisper. David's eyes widened, he lolled his head toward where the sound had 
come from, struggling against the ropes. 


"Dave, help me, it's gonna kill me," he pleaded, his voice strained. Dave hefted his pocket knife, but there was no 
way to reach his restraints, as he hung a good five feet off the ground. He was panicking. Seeing him in such 
poor condition, as well as the bodies, had shaken Dave completely to his core. He was scuffling around in the 
various rocks, searching for something to use to reach him when he saw the ladder leaning up against the wall. 
It looked positively ancient, with it's screws rusted so terribly they looked like they could disintegrate any 
second. He raced over and dusted the cobwebs off of the old thing, propping it against the stone wall nearest 
to the brunette and reached out as far as he could, sawing at the rope. 


Dave's foot accidentally hit David's injured leg as he leaned, and he clapped a hand over David's mouth to 
muffle the shriek of agony so the thing wouldn't hear and come running back. Dave didn't see any new blood 
flow, but clearly the area was tender enough to elicit that reaction out of him. The damage was extensive 
enough that it looked like a dog had gotten to him, but the bites and scratches had almost human tooth and 
nail marks. Dave cut him loose, and caught him before he could fall, struggling to carry him down the ladder 
as it creaked and groaned terribly. The last step snapped, the sharp sound reverberating off of the walls. David 
shuddered as a piercing shriek split through the air, and the two backed into the shadows. 


"It's coming back," he cried in horror. The sound of a second shriek sounded. It sounded like David's cries for 
help, down to the inflections of his voice, and the realization of its ability was haunting. His eyes widened. But 
the actual David behind him was silent. Then, another piercing shriek, that sent chills down Dave's spine. David 
was pressed into his side, a hand held over his mouth, silent sobs of terror rocking through his body. 


It sniffed, loudly, scrambling half into the dim light and toward their hiding spot. To his horror, it didn't smoke 
and burn this time, but actually seemed to glow in the sunlight. Dave had never felt so frightened in his life. It 
worked off of sight and smell, because where its eyes had been were two gaping holes. Its gray-white skin 
clung to its enormous, twisted skeletal frame. Thin strands of black hair hung from its shiny head, looking like 
limp spider legs, which was tangled up in its pair of massive antlers. It looked like a starving, long dead, albeit 


huge person, had it not been for the antlers twisting out of its head, and its teeth being sharpened to points. 


Its massive hands had sharp nails like claws, and Dave spotted where he'd managed to injure it earlier, some of 
its highly visible ribs seemed out of place and broken 


It may have once been a man, but the monster in front of him hadn't been one for a long time. David pressed 
further into his side, both men cowering in the darkened corner. It tore the body farthest on the left down, 
before raising a shaking claw and counting the number of things hanging. Then, it got to David's empty space, 
and the unearthly howl it let out was like something from the darkest depths of hell, and it tore into the 
carcass in its hands. Sprays of fluids went everywhere, soaking both men thoroughly. David couldn't take it 
anymore, having to turn away and bury his face in his hands, crying. Dave shoved himself further into the 
corner, unable to look either. 


The disturbing sounds were too much for him, he just clamped his hands over his ears and shut his eyes, 
wishing it would end. When it was done, it tossed the bones beside the other ones and tore out of the cave. 
Once it was gone, David's terrified crying could be heard fully, Dave saw just how badly he was shaking and 
felt a stab of sympathy. He quickly helped David to his feet, supporting his weight as he helped him out of the 
humid cave and into the tunnels, where he led him toward the light, and they both emerged into the gloom at 
dusk and limped as fast as they could. 


Blood And Thunder 
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The shrieks of the creature pierced through the veil of the night as Dave led David along. He could barely 
even limp on his injured leg without agony, he was still crying, holding tightly onto Dave as the redhead 
stumbled along. The weight of two was doing a number on his already sore back, and it was just agony to 
continue. Dave staggered into some bushes, where they fell heavily into a thicket that seemed entirely hidden 
from the outside. Dave tore a long strip of his shirt off, tying it around David's leg to reattach the muscle 
and the skin that was loosely hanging. He also used it as a makeshift tourniquet for the bleeding. Dave had to 
pick thorns from his hair and his clothes, and before long, David's breathing evened out. He used his arm as a 


pillow as he curled up on the dirt and finally got his well-deserved sleep. 


The monster's wails rang across the forest, but they were far enough away that Dave didn't bother worrying 
about it. He was falling asleep sitting up, and he slid off his jacket for the cold to keep him alert. Slipping it 
over David's shoulders, he lay with his back to the smaller man and shivered, trying to keep himself awake so 
if it came back, Dave could be ready to wake David and shush him. And then, Dave heard the voices. They 
rang far away, growing closer over time. They were all different voices in a multitude of languages and origins, 
the monster was imitating its past victims to lure new ones in. 


Dave sat up then, listening to every little sound with an exhaustion-addled brain, hallucinating and shaking until 


he finally relaxed enough to lay back down, and then, he fell asleep against his own will. 


Dave awoke quickly, blinking the sleep from his eyes to see the sky brightening. They had made it through the 
right. The sigh of relief brought the tension free from his muscles at last, and his mind stopped racing. But 
there was still a problem. David's leg. Dave could look at his wounds in more detail, and they were grisly. Seeing 
torn muscle and frayed skin was so sickening he couldn't look at it for long. But in the time he'd studied the 


wound, it was clear he needed medical attention, or he would have permanent damage. 


And, much, much worse..he could lose the leg entirely. To pass the time waiting for David to wake up, he 
inched his way out of the thicket slightly, surveying their surroundings carefully. It was light out, just past 
dawn, where the world was just beginning to wake. There was no sign of the monster, nor were there the calls 
of birds in the trees, though Dave had gotten used to that by now. He jumped, startled, when a cry of pain 
sounded sharply from behind him, cutting through the crisp air. 


"David, are you alright?" He demanded, edging towards the other man 


"| n-need to go to the hospital, Dave," David panicked as he finally laid eyes on his injuries. His eyes were locked 
on his mangled calf muscle, and he didn't hear Dave calling his name until he shook his shoulders a little and 


made him relax. 


"We're going to find a way out of this, alright? | can't promise, but | have a very good feeling,” Dave said, 
trying to pull the attention away from the wounds. David sighed, wincing. 


"Great, now all | have to go on are your fucking feelings. We're going to die here, Dave. | can't walk, and that 
thing can run faster than anything normal. | don't care what happens, we aren't getting out of here. We're lost, 
and someone is going to find our bodies in a few years, if that thing doesn't get to them first," He sighed 
through choked sobs of hopelessness. 


"| did not just crawl out of a ravine and search this whole damn forest for you so we could die, David! If you 
can't walk, Ill carry you. | can't carry you, Ill make something to pull you along. But | am not leaving you, and 
you're deluded if you think that | am." he said, hoping not to attract the attention of the creature, no matter 


how far away it could be. 


Dave meant every word he said. After everything they had been through together, he wasn't just about to 
leave his brother for dead, he wouldn't allow it. David didn't say anything else, so Dave didn't push him any 
further. When dawn finally dissipated and the sun was rising, Dave helped him up and began to limp with him. 
Despite any hunger and exhaustion, he forced himself to support the smaller man's weight to help him walk. 
Dave wondered how many more monsters lurked in the dark recesses of the world if this thing existed He 
wondered how they, two people in a goddamn metal band of all things, were now struggling to survive being 


chased by a supernatural freak But most of all, he wondered how he could uphold his promise. 


He had no idea where they were going, or how far away from the ruined car and the parking lot they were. He 
looked around for any sign, squinting and feeling his heart race every time he saw something in the distance, 
only for his confidence to be crushed once he realized just how lost they both were. Something broke the 
repetitive sight of trees and shrubbery ahead, and Dave had to blink several times to make sure he was 
seeing right. It was the half-collapsed ruins of a structure that looked as if it hadn't housed a soul since 1856. 
The wood was rotting away, a stained black hue slippery with mosses and lichen from years of weathering. A 
host of plants were slowly devouring the house, their vines swallowing it whole. A few trees had burst from 


the windows, growing from inside. 


If it could supply some shelter, it didn't matter how decrepit it looked. Both men needed a serious break from 
all this walking, especially his wounded associate. Staggering through the jagged hole where the door had once 
hung on broken hinges so rusted they were fused with the wood, they stumbled into a room that was in 
surprisingly good condition. Constant rain and vicious winds had knocked aside and broken some of the roof 
slats, and there were dark spots on the floor where the outside had trickled in. There was an old set of a 
table and chairs tucked away into one dark corner, which looked as if they had been knocked aside by some 


great thing. Dave wondered if the thing had done this. He sat one of the chairs back up again, testing the old 


wood. 


It creaked, but miraculously held strong to his weight. He let David sit down and rest as he scoured the rest 
of the house, checking every half-open cabinet for supplies. He found a jar of food that had rotted so much it 
had burst open, and it was so old it didn't even have an expiration date printed on it, and had mostly dissolved 
into rank chalk and mold. In one of the drawers, he found rusted silverware, and even a large knife, which he 
held as he traversed the rest of the rooms. Behind the first door he opened, a child's bed greeted him, as well 
as a nightstand with a broken oil lamp, and a small desk with paint that had long since disintegrated. 


‘Jesus, this house must be old, he thought as he saw the almost completely moth-eaten gray blanket and 
sheets. It may have once been pink, but it had now faded into a dull gray from sun exposure and weathering. It 
broke his heart a little, to see a house abandoned out here, and have no explanation as to where this family 
must have got up and gone so quickly they had to leave all of their things. And it made him sick thinking that 
some of those bones in the cave could have belonged to them. Dave hadn't stopped to really consider how 
many victims this monster could have claimed, and it sickened him further that it may have taken the life of 
a child. And his biggest fear was that they would join that roster if they weren't careful. Through a door, he 


found the connecting master bedroom, with two small beds crushed together to look like one. 


He didn't notice them at first, but shelves along the walls were piled with mountains of dust..concealing dolls. 
Porcelain dolls, untouched by any weather phenomena, their delicate painted features regarding Dave with 
emptiness and some kind of loathing, hidden behind their delicately crafted faces. Like they were judging the 
weary traveler for entering their presence. They felt like some kind of council, and made Dave so 
uncomfortable he had to look away as he rummaged through the various drawers, unearthing twisting 
spiderwebs, and writhing nests of ants and even some bees at one point. Dave was about to leave when he 
spotted the hatch on the floor, tucked away in the corner, the metal handle to it shining in the dim light 
provided from the (somehow) still intact windows. He edged toward it curiously. There seemed to be something 


egging him on, keeping him moving towards it. 


"Hey, Dave! Are you okay in there?" David called hoarsely, snapping him out of his trance-like state. He blinked 
a few times, rubbing his eyes. "Y-yeah," he said, unconvincingly. "I'll be out in a minute!" Abandoning his mission, 
Dave walked out into the main room and saw David. He didn’t realize how hungry he looked, until he saw David's 
sharply outlined cheekbones and the circles under his eyes. They needed to get out of here fast. He was 
alarmed to find out how much time had passed since they'd arrived here, and wondered just how long he'd 


been foraging. Helping David to his feet, he walked out the door, hopefully never to return again 


After the painful, several-hour-long monotony of walking in circles through the groves of trees, Dave heard a 
different sound. The low, pulsing growl of a car's engine, the crunching of gravel beneath tires. He perked up, 
listening closely now. Turning in the direction it was coming from and hoping it wasn't another trick from the 
creature he limped towards it. Finally, Dave, in a haze of confusion and utter exhaustion, collapsed into the 


parking lot once more, right in front of a blue pickup truck. 


David grunted as he hit the ground, and went sprawling as well. The door of the pickup snapped open, and its 


owner stepped out. His vision was blurry and his ears were ringing. 


"Are you gentlemen alright?" the park ranger asked quickly, before spotting their injuries. "Oh good, Jesus." 
The man was about Dave's height, with black hair that had been buzz cut and olive skin. His nicely pressed 
olive green uniform contrasted greatly with their sweat and blood-soaked, ratty clothes harshly. 


"How long have you boys been out here?" he asked worriedly, though he was seriously attempting to keep his 


tone neutral and calm. 


"Three days?" David murmured in reply, rubbing his head. "| cant remember.." The ranger rushed back to his 


pickup and seized his radio, saying urgently between the bursts of radio chatter and static 


"Radio tower, this is car 34. I've got two men that just walked out of the woods, seriously injured. I'm gonna 


need an ambulance. Over." 


When he had made the arrangements, he helped both to his vehicle and sped off, spotting their ruined car 
along the way. David looked horrified, as did the ranger, but they kept moving, further out of the forest. 


David hadn't stopped shaking, even when the park ranger had a blanket around him and had tried to calm him 
down. "There's an ambulance coming our way," he kept reporting to them, as if he was comforting himself as 
well. David was still crying, too frightened and exhausted to protest. 


"What did you see out there?" the ranger demanded. 


"T-there's monsters," David cried. "It was eating people. It took me and it was gonna eat me too!" His voice 
cracked, and he gasped in a breath as a fresh wave of sobs broke him. The ranger looked to Dave for a 


reaction. 


"There's something down there," he said. "It tore up our tents. It moved faster than any animals I've ever seen 
It..it killed those hikers. The ones that were missing. | saw them. There was some abandoned mineshaft, and 
that thing keeps its prisoners down there. It was smart enough to tie him up, and it kills its prey so it can't 
call for help. | saw it. It.its a monster." Dave didn't expect the ranger to believe a single word of that, and he 


didn't look like he did. 


"Help is on the way, okay?" was all he said, peering out his window and down into the ominous forest, his 


shoulders now just the slightest bit tenser than before. 


"Fine. | didn't expect you to believe me anyway." Dave muttered. The ranger turned toward him. 


"You gentlemen didn't have any drugs with you? Bears and mountain lions can run faster than you'd expect, 


especially with drugs such as LSD in your system," he offered. 


"A bear can't tie you up," David muttered. He held up his hands, the rope burns on his wrists as evidence. 


"And a bear doesn't make those sounds." Dave gazed over at him, truly seeing how shaken he looked. 


"It could have been some crazy old freak. We have plenty of homeless folks who think they can hide in the 
park. Have either of you thought of that?" David was too haunted by the sight of the bodies to answer now, 


giving up his argument. 


"Homeless people don't look like that," he said. "Alright. Could either of you draw a picture of what it looked like 
for me?" the ranger held out a clipboard to either of them, and David took it. His drawing was rough, his hands 
were still shaking. He labeled everything, though, just to emphasize the point. It was nearly identical, down to 
the haunting eyes (or, the lack of them). The ranger's face undeniably paled a few shades, and he took the 
paper and pad again Several minutes passed in silence until a haunting shriek arose from the forest below, and 
their eyes widened. Dave hadn't realized that clouds had rolled in, dark clouds that threatened rain. In the 
ranger's tower, they were safe, right? There was a chain link fence around the structure that had to hold, 
right? ‘If its an undead beast that devours human flesh, what's to say it can't jump a fucking fence? he 
thought, terrified. Another shriek from below, closer this time, and David curled up on the bench. 


"What's your name?" Dave asked the ranger, panicked. "G-George," the man replied an undeniable tremble to his 
voice now. "Okay, George. Do you have a flashlight?" George nodded quickly, his hat nearly slipping off of his 
head from the action of scrambling for it, digging through his cabinets until he brandished it. It was the kind of 
heavy flashlight a police officer might carry around, black, probably waterproof. "If you ever see it, then that 
will do the trick. Its skin blisters in any kind of direct light” 


"Oh my God, I'm in some kind of horror movie!" George exclaimed. "I just work here, man! | wanted to study 
ornithology!" Dave looked puzzled. "Birds, man! Not this shit!" It was only going to get darker, he realized with a 
stab of horror. It could, and most likely would, kill them and eat them. If that thing was this strong while it 


was so skinny with starvation, he couldn't imagine it at full strength. And he couldn't stomach imagining it. 


"Can we drive out of here? The paramedics won't be much longer," George suggested, his eyes darting around 


nervously. 


"l-I don't know. It might scatter when there are more people arriving," David suggested shakily, peering out the 


big window closest to him. 


“All we can do is wait for the ambulance," Dave said, patting David on the shoulder. He winced in pain, as 


another shriek sounded from below, and they realized they were trapped, again 


H Lurks 
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The sounds of the monster had grown ever closer, and the ranger had given them all weapons. David got a 
huge hunting knife, Dave held a fire extinguisher, and George the ranger held a pump-action shotgun and the 
flashlight. The lights were on, and all prayed the old generators would hold until the ambulance got there. The 
sky was darkening, as it seemed to perpetually do in this forest. David's leg hadn't gotten any better, though 
the bleeding all but stopped. If Dave hadn't taken the tourniquet off, the tissue would have started to die, and 
then he'd lose the leg anyway. The creature, strangely, had seemed to have vacated the vicinity of the three. 


Inside the tower was small. A heater was shoved against one wall, and it was rattling like mad despite being on 
the lowest setting. When David sat on the ranger's bed, he could almost reach out and touch Dave if he stood 
in the center of the room..it was that cramped. This made them all wildly uncomfortable and claustrophobic, 
especially since it could come back at any moment, and if it rushed them, they would all run into each other 
and promptly be killed and eaten. George let them eat the rations he had, as they would need their strength 


when it came for its prey. 
"Dave..'m sorry | ever suggested this stupid trip," David said guilitly, looking dizzy and tired. 


"No, it's fine, you never could have known. Don't beat yourself up about it" He replied quickly. David nodded but 
still looked equally guilty. 


"Hey, this is gonna sound really fucking gay and mushy and shit, but | couldn't have gotten through this 
without you," Dave said quietly. 


"You too, Dave. | can never pay you back for what you did..you saved my damn life," David told him. 


"The best payback is that you stay alive. Don't you go dying on me or | will seriously be pissed" Dave said, 
trying to get something of a rise out of him. David chuckled, for the first time in what felt like forever. 


"Wasn't exactly planning that, but I'll try," 


"| saw something," George said suddenly, as soon as Dave finished. All paled several shades and held their 
weapons tighter. David moved off the bed, and sat against the wall below the window, hunting knife clutched to 
himself. There was no sound, but he loaded his shotqun anyway, and Dave readied himself for a fight, swearing 


he could hear the wood creaking beneath something's weight. 


Nothing. 


His heart pounded too loudly in his ears for his comfort, and he could hear his own breathing. He waited, poised 


with the fire extinguisher held over him, scanning the windows for nonexistent movement. 
There was nothing. 


The tension in his muscles seemed to relax a little.The window shattered, George had shot through it, and Dave 
nearly leapt out of his skin from the sound. Ears ringing from the loudness of the gunshot, they were further 
assaulted with a piercing squeal that sailed through the cold air as the monster scrabbled for purchase. It had 
climbed over the fence. And up the tower, so silently they hadn't noticed George shot again, and the massive 
form of it jerked unnaturally, a hole appearing in its ribcage, inky liquid spilling from it. One of its huge hands 
burst through the window and struck the ranger hard, sending him flying into the opposite wall, and knocking 
the shotgun from his hands. The flashlight shattered as it flew out of his hand, the window, and down below. 
George crumpled like a doll, blood spilling from his head. 


Then, it turned its head toward Dave, and he realized that the eye sockets weren't really empty. There was 
something gleaming in them, deep down, two little pinpoints of silver, fixed right on him, staring through his 
very soul. It opened its gaping maw, saliva stringing between massive fangs as it edged itself further upward 
and attempted to enter the tower. Dave pulled the pin, and sent the chemicals in the large red bottle down the 
throat of the beast. It gagged, letting loose a hoarse and choked sounds of agony as it edged back. Dave dove 
for the shotgun, missing and slamming into the wall. It turned its attention to David, scrabbling for him in a 
desperate attempt to feed. 


David, before it could grab at his legs, stabbed the knife through the pale hand of the monster and stuck it 
into the floor. It shrieked, both needing to cover their ears as it tried pulling itself further into the tower. 
Blood bubbled from beneath the knife and spilled on the floor, and Dave finally got ahold of the shotgun, and 
shot the trapped arm of the creature. It's hand tore free with the sickening snap of breaking bone and 
tendons, leaving a stump and half of a forearm with glistening yellow bone bits. Standing, Dave walked over to 
the grotesque monster, and raised the barrel to it, unafraid. Dave shot the thing in the legs, shattering it's 
lanky limbs and reducing it's knees to splintered shards of bone, mangled flesh and black blood. Not a moment 


after he'd shot the thing, David cleaved the hunting knife through its skull. 


Bits of long-dead brain matter and blood spurted all over them, but David didn't miss in stabbing it again, 
through one of its empty eye sockets. A gurgled squeal wrenched free of the creature as it swung at them 
with its stump of an arm, succeeding in hitting Dave in his already healing leg. He accidentally dropped the 
shotgun, and it went off, striking a nearby tree. Its remaining hand still had talons, and they raked over him 
over and over, despite how he threw his arms around himself and curled into a ball, crying out in pain with 
every scratch. David stabbed it over and over again, but it took the wounds as if they were ant bites. It had 
already set eyes on prey, and the smell of blood was too appetizing for it to control itself any longer. David 
grabbed the shotgun and pumped it, letting loose a few shots before hastily loading it with another shell and 


shooting again. 


With this second shot, it turned eerily slowly in his direction, which allowed Dave to recover enough to get the 
fire extinguisher and let it shoot into the creature's face and perhaps temporarily blind it. Sure enough, it 
reared its head and growled. It was about to lunge when David blew a hole through the creature's abdomen, 
and it froze, suddenly. Through the hole in its leathery skin, David could see he's hit his mark.it had a 
shrunken, purple little heart that was struggling to beat, now with a perfectly sized hole in it. It staggered back 
before tipping over the side of the tower and falling the full fifty feet. The crashing and shattering of bone 
filled their ears, as it finally fell still on the ground. It was dead. There were no triumphant cheers, no shouts 


of victory. 


Both just collapsed into a hug, because it was all they could do with the energy they had left. The sound of 


distant sirens screeching out of the gloom was welcoming, as they began their descent down the stairs. 


"The animal that tragically claimed the lives of three young hikers in Red Creek Park is still being searched for, both 
for the justice of their families, and the safety of future endeavors Lets just hope those officers are able to find 
out further of what happened that night, but the park is closed to the public for the time being Thank you, and 
goodnight, California." 


